THE   SPANISH  WAR
there, and the rolling contours of the road, now dipping
and now rising in a gentle swell, were covered b7
the Nationalist machine-guns. The desperate fugitives
crowded into the ditches on either side of the road and
there the/ were shot down in their hundreds. In some
places they were piled one on top of the other. Elsewhere
they lay in a continuous row, head touching feet, for
hundreds of yards. In the fields the peasants, who still
remained, a mere handful of scared old men and women,
had pulled them from the middle of the fields and had
laid them in neat piles in the field tracks The stench
from these rotting bodies was sickening, and the ghastly
spectacle lasted for some twenty miles Here and there
I saw dead mules and horses, but these were few and far
between as neither Reds nor Nationalists, save in excep-
tional cases, used much horse or mule transport. Lorries
and cars, some merely broken down and stripped of
their wheels, some shot to pieces, and the majority burnt
out, were the transport skeletons of the Spanish Civil
War.
At one road crossing there was a Red armoured car, a
rough-and-ready thing, made in some iron factory of
Madrid and bearing the sickle and hammer to show its
origin. There were five dead men around it. They were
all black in the face and their bodies were twisted and
set in their agony One man had apparently been trying
to leave the car and was caught up by the hinge which
still held his body-strap, holding him suspended half in
and half out of the door. The story of what had taken
place was simple. The armoured car had stormed up
the side road leading three others to try to cut off a
bandera of the Legion advancing to capture Santa Ollala.
The legionaries had stepped back behind hedges and
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